A C R A D L E H Y M N, 

xrr. 

’T^vas to fave thee, child, from dyin. 

Save my xlear from burning flaine^' 
Bmer groans and cndlefs crying * 
That thy blell Redeemer camk 

xriR 

M^’fl thou live to know and fear him 
Truft and Jove him all thy days* 
Then go dwell for ever near him, ' 
See his face, and fing his praife! 



xir. 

I could give thee thoufand ki/Tes, 
Hoping what I moll defire ; 
Not a mother’s iondell wi flies 
Can to greater joys afpire. 


End of Divine Songs. 
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\four own Nature, and its thief Glory 
and Happinefs, 

N OW for a while afide I’ll lay 
My childilh trifles and my play ; 
And call my thoughts, which rove abroad, 
To view mylelf, and view my God. 

I’ll look within that I may fee 
What I now am, what I muft be. 

I am the creature of the Lord : 

He made me by his pow’^tul word. 
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